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-?rom the Wa\rorly Hnguum
TWO SIDES OF LIFE'S PATHWAY.

BY AMANDA M. DOUGLABS.

CHAPTER 11.
(CONCLUDED.)

Ttk human heart has been likened to a
book, so 1 will unseal thig; and let you
rond from its pages; but, nh! many of
them bear the impress of deep, bitter grief
—tears that have well nigh blotted words
and deeds out. We have opened toa pie-
ture, a scene fairer than pencil hath ever
drawn—that of a pure-hearted boy.—
BAghtly doth his wavy curls gleam, and
from underneath the long lashes peeps an
oye of love, hurdly cqualled by heaven's
atapry gems.  And his words come like
th¢ chime of distant musie, falling on a
listening ear, with a power none but a
wifelesa father can know. Day by day
fioes he roam at his futher's side, gather-
Ing flowers, watching birds, and chasing
butterflies ; and when night comes, he
fulls asleep cntwined by a loving father's
arm,  Wheu the fair boy is sick, the pa-
rent is his only watcher; when the hues
of health return, an ardent thankfulness
fills his bosom. They are two gems so
closcly entwined, that taking away one
would break the other. The bright boy
has no mother—at least, o they told him ;
and he is too happy, too full of innocent
walety evor to think of hier; yes, long ago
sho was forgotten by both—erased from
thoir memory as a blot, an unseenly thing
not worth remembrance. There is a laugh
ringing through the ears of the patient
sewer, a sweet lugh of suuny childhood,
gre care hath dampened one spring—a
full, froe, sweet sound, waking an echo
among the flowers and trees, and dyivg
away a8 the gushing melody of a summer
bird, How it thrilled every fecling—al !
it was only funcy; yet if she could see
him once more, slasp him to her bosom,
aod hear him murmur “mother " then
gho could lny down and die with every
wish of life granted—every hope fulfilled.
0, that could never be, for he would goze
vaeantly on her, and turn away as from
the veriest stranger.

Strange, strange that she could thus
have lost her way in & path of unwavering
light—strange, she should have sought
strangers in preference to those who had
loved long and sincerely—and yet, thank
God, she had preserved her woman's es-
tals purc amidst it all. Never once had
words of love passed her lips for other
‘than the husband of her early choice; but
she had been feerfully blinded by pride,
whon she thought the fault was his. She
had wreathed her lip in smiles for stran-
gers; she had danced, and sung—flitted
about like the butterfly, knowingly casting
from her, pure lusting happiness, for a
sporkling beam that faded like sunshine
on the waters, And the tempter—well
did she remomber him—how cach word
he had uttered, sent fire through her ev-
ery vein, and tagght her to look upon her
cottage homo as a prison ; each day had
worn away a link, and scon it replaced
with a stepping-stone of future suffering—
blindly she had let it pass without one ef-
fort of resistance. When the handsome
gtranger knelt by her, there were words of
loye on his tongue, not for her, no, would
it had been, for there the tempier might
have steod in hor presenceginveiled, and
ghe could have shunned him; but he
spoke of musio, his passion—her passion,
and sho had listened, eutranced, fascina-
ted ; npot with one. wnkindly thouight of
him who hhad been all in all to her, in hor
heart, hpt the. tempter's words had wokea
spirit of the beautiful in her inmost, soul,
and when she met her husband, and heard
his taunting words, she answered proudly
in innoceuce of heart.  Ong kind wur:l
would have forced open the? gates of
heuwrt, and love gushed forth fondly,

warmly o8 before, but she would not say.

even one in extenuation or sorrow; abd
thus she had lgft her early howe. Monay
oouldl purchase strnger friends, but not
lovoy 08 sh well knew: by, this time.. Then
once the tcmptcr crossed her pathway, and
whispercd worde that wade her shrink in

nffrlz_ht, 'md she spurnvd inm o she wonld |
n loathsome thing. Bravely she had en-
dured cvery privation, uncomplainingly
toiled until sickness eame.  Once she had |
l.huught she conld dic amongst strangers, !

but oh ! it was hard, very hard, and Luey |

Kverard prayed for life—not that she
feared death, no, but there came a wild
longing to die at Rosedell.  Tar better it
would be to lay in some unheeded corner
there, than among entire strangers. True,
it mattered but little where the body laid,
but she could not die among strangers ;
and when she rose from her bed, thore
was no pride in her heart, but deep sorvow
—and that had come too late. Well, she

had chosen her own path—not a thorn |

was there that she did not deserve—not
one cloud, but she had wilfully barred the
sunshine from it; and now hers must bea
weary, desolate path—unloved she must
zo down to the grave.

Faster, faster flew tho busy fingers,
(quicker sped thoughts lightning on, bring-
ing back every smile, each kind word, and
all the love lavished on her once, weaving
with it darker scenes until the whole sky

was coverad—not one star visible. Lower

burned the candle; fainter came its rays |

—a moment, and it was out, but her task
accomplished ; and she arose with a feel-
ing of relief, but it soon vanished. Then
she resumed hor seat again, and leaued |
down her weary head, all alone, in that
pale, beautiful moonlight.  When ghe had
been sactively employed, an impetus was
given thought; but now, when the excite-
ment wag over, all strength, both mentally
and physically, scemed gone, and in the
wild chaos of her brain there was nothing
but utter desolation,

There was a step on the stairs, and Luey
Everard cowered still lower in the silver
light that played around her.  Could it be
her mereiless landlord ?—no, not to-night ;
two days must clapse ere her rent would
be due ;—a hand was on the door knob—
it turned, and before the trembling woman
stood one whose coming had woke smilos
in other days, but now a deep loathing.—
Not less bright and fuscinating was the eye
in its snake-like glitter; but on the arched
brow, and around the mouth, were lines
that spoke ill-dissembled triumph—Dbut
they had all lost their power now, and his
low, musical voice woke no echo in her
heart as he said,—

“So, my pretty bird, I have found yon
at Jnst !’

“She stirred not—neither did one pulse
(micken as she replied, in o cold, passion-
less tone, “why have you sought me 7'

“Why have I sought you?” and the
stranger knelt before her.  “Why do the
birds seek their nest at eve? why do the
fleeey clonds remain forever in the sky ?
Tell me this Lucy Everard,”

“Peeause,” she snid, and her words
sounded like the falling of water upon o
rock,” “because it is their home.”

“No, not becsuse it is their home, for
the wide, wide world is alike theirs to rest
inj but it is the spot of love, the re-union
of kindred spirita—hecanse, like me, they
have o beacon star luring them onward,
where they shall meet with bliss—becanse
I have loved you madly, passionately—this
i8 why, for years, T have never wearied in
searching for you."”

“I told you, ere this, I had no love to
give ; that I could not love twice, for the
first still enchained my heart.

“Love! Tell me, fair lady, was it love
that made Allan Everard turn from his
gentle wife, who olung to him for support
—nay, even life? Was it love that dark-
aned his brow, when he bade her go forth
an alien from her own home 7 If so, it is
passing strange. Lucy, dearest Lucy, T
have loved 08 he never even dreamed of ;
in seeret I have cherished the dream of
your happiness ;” and his voico sank low,
like the hum of starlit waters. “I have
wealth to bring you every luxury ardent
love like mine could devise—will you not
leavo this dreary place and eome with me?

ig| Alroady your beautiful tyes are dim, and

yoiir cheek pale and wasted, but with me
all this shall be restored—will you not
come 7"’ .

“No motion—no look to tell one chord
of the heart was touched, a8 she replied in
almost uncarthly eulminess—

“Tempt me not; for their sukes L would

not sin, lest my blight be addgd to theirs.”
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“lln" the woman dreams ni restoration;
| know you not, fair Jady, the world has set
the seal of degradation on your brow al-
ruldy? What matters it, then, whether
you have sinned or not, while the world
names you among its fallen—and far soon-
| er wotlld Allan Everard take to his bosom
|& viper to nurse than one who has onee
betrayed.  Why should you teil day by
day, but only at last to starve or xin, if sin
there be in smiling on love like mine.”

There are times when the heart is goad-
od to its utmost, by the iron of stern suf-
fering, until every fibre seems orushed and
[ incapable of resistance; and so it wos with
| Lucy Fverard, a8 she said, without once
raising her eyes from the floor—

“As Eve was restored to Eden, so do T
dream of restoration. When the body
hath toiled, suffered, until the worn out
 spirit secks another sphere, then, and then
only do I hope for re-union. Oh, T am
not the vain ereature to helieve he would
forgive—but for my child’s sake I would
not sin.”

“Your child!” and the stranger's lip
curled in derisive triumph, as tightly gras-
ping her arm until she fairly shivered
from the pain, he continned—*listen,
Lucy Everard ; a month ago they said he
was dying—dead he must bo by this time,
and they said his mother's was an inter-
dicted name. Aye! what of the past
have you to live for now—all, every ves-
tige of it is gone—no trace, no mark left,”

There was a wild confusion in her brain,
a fecling that she could fling herself upon
the destroyer's bosom in erstasy of Tangh-
ter, and tell him she would go where he
wont—it mattered not what beeame of ler
now, for every light was darkeved. And
he saw it all; knowing, too, that the cup
of cold water, standing on the table, would
restore to the oxeited brain its elearness,
send from the heart the fover vein gnaw-
ing nt its very vitals—yet gave it not, but
watched for the light of reazon to waver.
But it did not entirely fail. It was dark,
very dark in the mist that enshrouded her
brain—but slowly there came a glimmer-
ing light, borne by a tiny angel that had
once galled her mother, and it whispered,
“never more should the light fade out on
her pathway—that he was waiting to elasp
her in his arms when she reached the por-
tuls of death, and but a step divided
them.” No, she would not yield now,
when the heaviest clonds were over ; and
she rose from her seat scarcely less beauti-
ful than the angels, and while her thin
lip quivered with intense emotion, said—

Once before T told you my lips should
never belie my heart; now I tell you,
death, misery, privation and suffering of
every kind might come, and T would not
yield my hopes of heaven for the brightest
bliss earth ever witnessed.

No, I can die now, and no sin can bar
me from my child—no unforgiven orime
shut me from yon bright land. I spurn
you—T detest you—and yet may God for-
give, and teach me ta do the same.”

There was a flood of eloguont words—I
had well nigh said love—but that sin can
never he—yet they fell unheeded on Luey
Everard, as she knelt in the moonlight
and fried to murmur, “God ho mereiful
cven unto me.”  Hour aftor hour passed,
and external things rivited not her atten-
tion—nothing save the simple prayer pas-
ged her lips.”

Dimly came the morning light ereeping
up the eastern skies, slow, but not the less
sure; and one by one the misty elouds
dispersed until the whole east was an in-
termingling of rose, gold, and fawn eolor,
tinged here and there by blue and yellow,
and then suddenly, like the upraising of
alark, came’ the glorious orb of day; still
Juey Everard knelt there alone. The
warth breath of summeor morn fanned her
fevered brow, and brought calmness to her
heart; and when she rose, there was a
brighter light in her eye than had shone
there for many a long day, and new re-
solves had lent the color of oxeitement to
her eheek. Dut a littlo, while, and the
toil, the perplexing cares were laid aside
and she turned ber ‘weary feet from: the
city, No gleam of gorgeousness lingered
in her heart—it had boen too long and
govercly tried ; no blessod rest was there
for her, and she was going where one,
dearly loyed still, might lay .his hand
upou her and say, “go in peace, and way

. | from the limpid stream, and sat down to

i|and the sun darkened. Fitfully did the

God forgive you ¢ Ido" Now, in
his bereavement, I hmmld bc‘lﬁm
proud, and he would not refuse her the
only_boon she asked—and ther* When
death eame, she eguld seck her child's
grave, and, leaning her thirobbing head on
the grissy mound, sink dinto dreamloss
quict. Many a gimesdid her otrength
well nigh fail her, but well she knew the
race was not to the swift, nor the battle to
the strong; and this thought gave her
new strength cach day; but when at lnst
Rosedell was renchod, it scomed as if she
could lay down and sleep forever in the
grand old woods. Oh, hew beautiful,
though tall, dark trees looked, and the
wind swept throngh the leafy branches
melodiously, and the rivulet trilled alung
with a low, gushing song. Through an
apening gleamed the vine-clad cottage,
but her eyes grew dim when she gazed
upon it, and sadly she turned away, feel-
ing deeper than ever her own unworthi-
ness,  Then she bathed her heated brow

rest on n mossy stone. There gleamed
bright sparks before her eyes, and half in-
sensibly a soft dreaminess stole over her
spirit—a moment, and she was asleep.—
The birds sang lower, and the winds
breathed softer, as if they would fain have
comforted her.
r‘E p—2 b

Itood by his dying child,

—oounting, miscr-like

coch golden sand inthe cup of life—ga-
ging winlfu]!y‘w:- boy, as if he
would have he book in u fond pas-
sionato embrace from the tyrant death.—
Ile had schooled his heart for parting—
calmly the words, “no hope,” had fallen
on his ear snd he had looked on his
childs’ wasted face, knowing he must die;
and now, when tho hour of parting had
come, convulsively he clung to the last
vestige, Oh no! his fair hoy must not
dic—"he conld not be left all, all alone, and
as he paced the floor, he felt he had put
from him the clear blue sky, and clung to
the gorgeous rainbow—the bright, beauti-
ful, but evaneseent semblance.

Allan Eve

wotching snx

Brightly shone the sun—merrily sang
the birds—gladly danced the butterfly on
the wayward brecze, and the flowers shook
their cups together, scattering floods of
fragrance all around ; all without was glad,
but within the father sadly watehed his
dying child.

“Father ! and the suffering man star-
ted from his reverie, and gazing upon his
child said, “what, dearest?”

“Father,” continued the boy, and his
tones were hardiy more than a bird-like
whisper, “when I am gone, you will be
very sad and lonely—thers will be none
loft to walk with you in the forest, or read
to you—no one to love—you will be all
alone.”

“T know it,” murmured the father, “T
shall be very lonely—would I too. could
die.”"

“Ng, father,”” and a strange light shone
on the pallid face, “not yct, but when I
am goue, and you feel this utter desolation,
will you not seek my mather, and tell her
how we have watched and prayed for hor
—that we never forgot her, and that in
heaven T will plead for her still? Per-
haps she, too, is praying for us ; will you
not do this for my sake, father 7"’

“8o help me God, I will seek her, and
tell her all—bring her back to her cottage
home, and never more shall ghe know sor-
row; and his stern nature bont to the love
of a simple child.

And the boy looked love unutterable,
while his thin lips essayed to speak, but
their strength was failing fast. Oh,
beautiful he secmed as he lny dying; but
must she, for whom ho had breathed his
lnst request, linger until the spirit was en-
tirely gone—ncvermore, gaze in those li-
quid eyes—never fuel his warmn kiss, and
hear him sy, ‘mother.?” No, not so
was it to be. There was a speck in the
sky, a tiny oloud, and larger, larger it
grew, until the mid heaven wns reached

wind best against the casemont among the
rich clustering vines, making the vory air
of the room redolent with halmy fragrance,
and. slowly came the large dvops of rain
pattering on the window sill, and rebound-

ing on the gravel walks. . Fuster it come,
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and vivid ﬂnnhou of 'il‘l"t ant llghtmng and
the father looked sadly forth—oh ! bitter
was his lot—not even a calm, tranquil
hour for his pure child to die.

There was a low knock at the door, and
he started—lingering & moment to listen
if it were the storm ; but again it came,
and then he rose, but ere he reached it
the door was flung wide open from the vi-
olence of the wind, and the next moment
there was a senseless mass of clay in his
arms,

When Lucy Everard loft her cottage
home, the hue of health was on her cheek,
and a bright Jight in her eye—proudly
she had crossed the threshold ; when she
returned all was gone—she was faint and
weary, with no color on her check, and
her long hair hanging in dishevelled mas-
ses, glistoning with the spray; but dearer,
far more precions than before to one heart
for it seemed sunshine out of a durk eloud,
and he kissed her pale cheek, murmuring
all the while words of endearment, and
trying to restore life and dnimation. And
he succeeded. Slowly came the pulsation
back to the heart, and though she lifted
not up the large languid cye, yet he knew
the love-light had not ct:tirely burned out,
and in a transport of joy and thankfulness
clasped her to his bosom.

Wildly every pulse thrilled through her
fragile frame; welcome like this she had
never dreamed of, and she murmured
slowly, without raising her eyes from the
floor, “they told me our child was dead,
and I thought perhaps your heart would
be less stern in the depths of grief, and I
sought you to tell my sorrow, and ask if
there was forgiveness for one like me.”

“I too have folt the need of that bles.
sed power,”" replied Allan Everard, and
learned to pray, Horgive us our trespasses
a8 we forgive those who trespass against
us.” Your path has been weary, dark,
and desolate, but not sin like mine; for-
ever lingered the thought that I had wres-
ted from God retribution, and dealt hardly
with one gem. He had given me to love.
Oh, Lucy, it was bitter to think its keep-
ing would one day be required of me, and
if tarnished or lost, the blight would be
all my own; it was dreary to know my
hand had destroyed another's happiness,”
and the proud-hearted man bowed his
head.

Lucy Everard bent like a comforting
angel over him, and said, *“we have both
sinned, but our child in heaven shall be
mediator, and though I may not rest on
your bosom, nor be to you what I once was,
I will feel content with forgivencss.”

“No, not dead, Lucy; still has his
apirit lingered for your words to fall once
more on his ear; it could not go elouded
by a single shadow to the land of fadeless
bliss—together we will sec him die, and
then we part not till we reunite with him
—come,”’ and twining his arm round her
slender waist, he led her to the bedside;
Jjust as the sun looked out from the dark
covert that had enshrouded it, and burst
in rays of dazeling effulgence—Oh, it must
be a dream—it could not be her own
child she gazed upon—and her brain grew
dizgy with the excitement. Gently did
ghe pass her arm undor his fuir shoulders
and pillow his head upon her breast,
while the fount of maternal love swelled
to overflowing. And the dying boy gave

twining his fingers with hers; then a
faint, quivering sound fell on her ear, tel-
ling the cherished dream of life had met
its realization.
“Mother! the first and last swoet sound
Hin infancy had known ;
For in that smile, that faint embraca,
The boy’a young sonl had flown’.*

High up, through immensity of space,
burning myriads of stars, and blue ethe-
real clouds—far, far beyond them, dwelt
a glorious king, surrounded by millions of
pure spirits, that ministered day and night
nor knew wenriness; streets of shining
and streams of living waters, whose trans.
parence glinted and gleamed—fodelesy
flowers, that shook their wealth of fra-
grance over the vast plains, and ona end-
less day shono on it all, noeding neither
light of sun, nor moon, norstars.  Before
the glorious king knelt an angel, and
onrthward she pointed to where kindred
spirita. were seeking each other; all cs-

mingled with the roar of heavea’s artillery,

trangement and coldness had faded from

back the look in mute, eloquent lenguage, 1

i !

‘JOLBME l.-NUHBER 13»

thﬂr hearts, aud their voiceless prayer
came in soft eadonce to that fur off land;
and the king turned 4o the angel on his
right Yand fith a sweet swmile, and she
wrote & magie word in letters of liquid
gold, whose very brightness crased many
4 blot and unseemly mark made there be-
fote.

Then arose the knoeling angel, and wa-
ved her bright pinions—floating slowly
through the baliny breath of Ieaven,
down lower and lowoer, until ghe secmed
but a tiny speck—n moment, and she
came again, but notalone ; for cloge to her
bosom she held a star, that had sparkled
untarnished for a while on carth, and she
bore it to the fect of the glorious King,
who took it in his arms, and said, in a tone
that sounded like the commingling of harp
and lute, and the sweet music e dream
of av eventide. “Suffer little children to
come unto me, and forbid them not;’,
and the holy angels tuned anew their gol-
den harps, and sang :-—

“And thou shalt dwell in worlds of light,
Nor ever be a eold ;

And lillies puro and sunboama bright,
Shall thy young limbs enfold.

A ud thou shalt walk 'neath sbady trees,
By sweet pellncid streams,

Where wandera every frngrant breese,
And golden sunlight gleama.

And thou shalt know no day nor night,
Nor burning heat nor eold,

But walk in every gorgeous light
Amid the streets of gold,

Thy happy foect shall tread where flowers

Their fragrant inceno fling,
And find amid Elysium bowers

A fair perpotual spring.”
In after years, there wasa pleasant hum
of voices in Allan Everard's cottage, min-
gled with the restless patter of childhood's
busy feet; and tiny hands parted the
vines into loop-holes, where the sunny eye
might gleam through, and the merry
lsughter rang like silver bells upon the
stilly air; and the father's brow lost its
sternness, 08 he smiled to see the little
oncs climb his kneo at nightfall for a bles-
sing, ere they laid themselves down to
slumber. And there was one pale, but
beautiful face, upturned confidingly, where
he wight read in the light of the beaming
eye, happiness that words wore but weak
and faint to express ; and when they knelt
together at eventide, enfolded by the
wings of an angel watcher, whose unchain-
ed radiance glittered ever on their path-
way, each felt that suffering had strength-
ened the heart and purified even love it-
self.

Forvlha True Ameriean,

Taxes and State Expenditures.

—_—

In my first number I pointed out the
cxpenditures for the support of the gener-
al government of the State of Ohio, inclu-
ding the expenses of the benevolent inati-
tutions and the Penitentiary. I included
two years, one under the old, and one un-
der the new constitution.

In the present number I propose to treat
of eur State debt, its origin, the purposcs
for which it was created, ita extent, how
far it has been rednoed, its present amount,
the annual interest payable upon it, the
public works resulting from the creation
of the debt, and the annual income derived
from them. I shall etudy brevity as far as
is consistent with clearness and accuracy.
This is the third head of my general divis-
ion. I proposc to pass over the second head
until the last.

In 1825, the State undertook s system
of public improvements. Two canals were
projected, to reach tho interior of the
State, at different parts, by artificial navi-
gation. Onc was to exlend from Ports-
mouth, on the Ohio river, by the valleys
of the Recioto, the Tuscarawas and the
Cayahoga rivers, to Lake Erio, at Cleve-
land. The other commencing on the

L Ohio river at Cincinnati, extended by the

valloy of the Minwi river to four miles
above Pigua, in Miami county. Some
short branches, chiofly useful as feeders,
were conneoted with them: The length
of the first, inoluding feeders, was three
hundred and thirky-three miles, of the sec-
ond ninety-sevon. miles, The first ocost
84,244,589 04, the second §1,246,260 60.
Thoy were completed in 1885, The fands
were chiefly abtained by horrowing on the

eredit of the State, on a Tong term, at six

per cent. interest, secured by evidences of
debt ealled State Stocks. When these
wore completed the debt of the Btate was
85,100,800 80.

They have yiclded an avefiigs annual
net income fromt 1883 to 1851, of about
4% per cent, on their cost. Their influ,
ence in promoting the settlement of the
interior of tho State, and devtlopiing its
resources, was very preat. This success
stimulated to farther and less prudent ex-
ertions. Tn the winter of 1885-8, the
Board of Public Works (whose members
opposed further undertakings at that finte)
was changed, and the Miama extension
canal, from near Piqua to Lake Erie, the
Wabash and Erie canal, the Warren coun-
ty catial, the Hocking canal, the Walhon-
ding canal, the Muskingum Improvement,
and the Western Reserve and Maumee
Road were all authorized to be undertakon,
or so many of them ss the Board should
be of opinion would yield a net annual in-
come of six per cent. on their cost. In
April, 1886, the Board, by a single reso-
lution, undertook the construction of sll
these works. They were finally completed
in 1844, after great financial embarrass-
ments. In the mean time, whilst matters
scemed prosperous, the State subseribed
Stock in the Ohio & Pennsylvania, ‘the
White Water and Milan canals, and in
great number of rail roads and turnpikes.
Tonid the Btate in these undertakings,
the United Btates who still held the title
tos large part of the lands, gave large
bodies of lands from which the State real-
ized over 81,500,000, The investments
in rail road and turnpike stocks, and in
the Ohio & Pennsylvania canal, the
Whitewater canal, and the Milan eanal,
was, from the best data in my reach,
82,054,512 77. On the 15th of Novem-
ber, 1847, when, a5 T ascertuin, it reached
its highest point, the State debt amounted
to 810,402,805 21. The snnual interest
for that year, was $1,179,073 70. Bome.
small loans had been effected at five per
cent., for others seven per cent. had been
contracted and paid.

This would leave for the cost of the
works above enumerated, undertaken in
1836, about 812,500,000. They did not
however, cost this sum, ss at least 81,-
000,000 of the funds included in the above
estimates was applied, during periods of
fluancial embarrassment, to the payment
of interest.

The Wabash & Erie eanal

$3,000,028 29
Miami Exten canal cost... 2,634,757 08
The Muskingum Imp. cost 1,700,000 00

1 have not at hand the means of ascer-
taining the separate cost of the other

works. Their aggregato cost was about
84,155,00.

In 1847, as stated above,
the debt was............ 19,462,805 21
On tho st of Jan. 1854,

18 Wi ij ricaenanizadass X

15,218,120 40

Reduction in six years $4,274,765 81
Theannualint. in '47was 1,179,078 70
In 1854 it was.. 901,191 14

827,882 66

auu

Reduction in six years
Net income of publw

works in 1847.. 612,408 41
Raised by tax in 1847,

to pay interest......... $006,600 20
Net income of public works -

in '54, estimated, there o 3ok

being mo reporte..e... + - 100,000 00
Deficiency to poy interest 801,101 14

Tnorense of tax to pay int, . §184581 85’
AN OBSERVER.

p@~Rush says that the exercise of the
organs of the breath by singing;"contrib. .
utes to defend them very much from those
diseascs to whioh the elimate ‘and other
causes oxpose them. The Germans are
scldom afflicted with consumption, wad .
ypitting of blood is almost unknown -
mong them—a fact sttribted by Dr. Rush
inpart, to the strmgth which theit lnngs
aoquire by exercicing them so. frequently.,
in vocal musie, which coustitues an esstny
tial branch of their dulhol M “l

carliest yonss. J

p&~Counterfeit two «ﬁlhr bm-, eﬂh
State Bank ofphio.my’ nea
and having the W PP

gontine, are in ciren
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